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It is good that the voice of the indigent, too long stifled, should
manage to make itself heard. But I cannot consent to listen to nothing
but that voice. Man does not cease to interest me when he ceases to be
miserable; quite the contrary. That it is important to aid him in the
beginning goes without saying, like the plant it is essential to water at
first; but this is in order to get it to flower, and I am concerned with
the blossom.
Nothing illustrates my thought better than this cynical and wonder-
fully ferocious remark of Val6ry, so eloquent "in the domain of the
absurd." It was a long time ago. We were young! We had mingled with
the idlers who formed a circle around a troop of wretched mounte-
banks. It was, I recall, on the raised strip of pavement in the boule-
vard Saint-Germain, in front of the statue of Broca.17 They were ad-
miring a poor woman, thin and gaunt, in pink tights despite the cold.
Her teammate had tied her, wrapped her up, skillfully from head to
foot, with a rope that went around her I don't know how many times
and from which, by a sort of wriggling, she was to manage to free her-
self. Sorry image of the fate of the masses; but no one thought of the
symbol; the audience merely contemplated in stupid bliss the patient's
efforts. She twisted, writhed, slowly freed one arm, then tie other,
and when at last the final cord fell from her, Valery took me by the
arm:
"Let's go now! She has ceased suffering."
If one fails to understand the irony, the tragic beauty of this re-
mark, it's a pity.
4 August
Oh, if only, ceasing to suffer, they were able to become men! Alas,
how many of them owe their dignity, their claim on our sympathy,
merely to their misfortune!
Likewise, so long as the plant has not blossomed, one can hope that
its flowering will be beautiful. . . . What a mirage surrounds what
has not yet blossomed! What a disappointment when one can no
longer blame the abjection on a deficiency!
Yet these reflections do not make me pessimistic. But they convince
me that there is no worth-while emancipation but what is accompanied
by education and upbringing.
Certain days boredom may suddenly swoop down upon me like a
vulture, with the strength of a passion and almost resembling hatred.
17 A statue of Paul Broca, professor of the medical faculty and senator
(1824-80), until recently stood close to the Od6on m&ro station on the
south side of the boulevard Saint-Germain between rue de Cond6 and rue
Dupuytren.